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did not wish to intrude upon her approach or address her. He
simply wanted to see her at a respectful distance and admire her afar
off. Mr. Lyne said the monk was a man of few and simple wants,
content with a little and thankful for small mercies. Because the monk
had said that if he could see Mrs. Lyne he would be perfectly happy.'
Mrs. Lyne not having much faith in the larder or resources of the
monastery, especially on a Friday, had wisely taken the precaution
of bringing with her an honest leg of mutton and two bottles of
wine. The monasterial garden provided potatoes and French beans,
very good, and we had luncheon under the tree in the dingle, waited
on by the novices also cowled and robed in black like the monks.
They addressed Father Ignatius as 'dear Father* whenever they spoke
to him and bent the knee whenever they approached or passed nim.
Whilst we were at luncheon we heard voices close to us proceed-
ing from the bottom of a deep watercourse or lane, on the other side
of the hedge. Then a man looked over the hedge and asked his way
to Capel y Ffin. Father Ignatius had been sitting talking freely and
at ease with his head uncovered, and his cowl lying back on his
shoulders. But directly he heard the strange voices and saw the
strange face peering over the hedge he dashed the cowl over his
head and face and bolted up the bank among the shrubs like a rabbit.
I never saw a man so quick on his legs or so sudden in movement.
He was gone like a flash of lightning. He has been much intruded
on and persecuted and dreads seeing strangers about the place. Last
night some men came up from Llanthony Abbey and rung the
monastery bells violently and were very rude and insolent. However
he treated them kindly and they apologized for their conduct and
went away conquered.

After luncheon we went up to the monastery again and Mr. and
Mrs. Lyne, Clavering and I each laid a stone in the wall. We had
to go up a ladder on to the scaffolding and hoarding. Each of us
'walled* our stone for the benefit of the masons. I laid a stone at
the particular request of Father Ignatius. The building that the
masons are at work on now is the "west cloister which is to be fitted
up temporarily for the accommodation of the monks. This work
was begun in March and ought to have been finished long ago. But
there was no one to look after the workmen and they did as much
or as little as they pleased. Father Ignatius thinks every one is as
good as himself and is perfectly unworldly, innocent and un-